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Shine upon me, oh Morgenstern 


Author's Notes: 
| have absolutely NOTHING against religion. 


This is the result of a sad afternoon listening to Morgenstern. 
Hope you guys enjoy ;) 


It was sunny outside and the white stone of the cathedral was glistening softly. But it was cold in her home 
and her heart, so cold. She closed her eyes and listened to her heartbeat. It was so soft and so lonely. She 
wondered how it was like for the beautiful people. She wondered if the ones who had friends, who had lovers, 
felt warm inside. She didn't get up to see the sun Because somehow she felt like she didn't deserve to. That's 
what she got for being ugly. Oh, beauty gets paid for, she knew. Painters and poets breathed into beauty, 
sucked it into their art, exposing it to the caress of the sun. She used to pray when she was a child. 
Cathedrals were a haven. Cathedrals were dark and soothing. She could hide in the crypts like the monster she 
was. She could cry and beg and no one would question why. 

The girl closed her eyes tightly. She had already forgotten why she was there, what she was seeking in this 
place, what she was expecting from it. Had she hoped that faith would shine upon her and offer her 


forgiveness and redemption ? 


She examined the cathedral, her eyes scanning each detail, from once imposing frescos that were now flaking 
to the gothic vault and its ogival arks. The stained glasses screened bright mosaics upon the stonewall, in a 
dark and quiet atmosphere. Something transcendent, beyond human, seemed to emanate from the place. A 
silence full of whispers floated in the air, and she felt a great serenity take hold of her. 

It was easy to imagine a parade of sad, lifeless women hidden underneath a chaste black veil, intoning a canticle 
for the glory of a god they had dedicated their life to. Or a crowd bending over in the same movement under 
the command of a priest. Or a predicator roaring a sermon from his sculpted pulpit, promising the worst 
torments to the sinners and sweet bliss to the virtuous. Oh, so many things had happened in this cathedral. It 
was the very symbol of a society where conspiracies and lust thrived behind venerable masks. 

She shivered, uneasy. Did the believers think that the sharp arrows of the cathedrals would ever reach the 
sky to touch it, like a reinterpretation of the myth of Babel ? Such naivety was almost enviable. 

She sunk to the floor, her knees hitting the ground rather harshly. She liked the cathedral because it was dark. 
She could hide in the darkness. She didn't have to face the beauty in the others. She could be alone with her 
ugliness. No one to laugh at her frightening face. No one to call her a monster. 

She had prayed to God and He hadn't answered. She had prayed and prayed and cried for days and nights. 
Nights and nights lying awake onto the floor because she didn't even deserve to lay her body down the 
softness of a bed. Nights of loneliness and of sorrow, never ending nights, nights of self-loathing. Nights were 
she felt like only death would bring her relief. 

And she had reached to her windows as the morning came, to see the only star, the only light that wasn't 
scared of her. The morning star. The angel of light who was cast out of heaven. Thrown out of home, fell onto 
the cold hard ground. Alone and frightened just like her. 

Morning star, oh moming star 

Please hear me, hear my prayer. 

/ swear to you, beautiful star, my voice is more beautiful than my body. 

Please shine your light upon my frightening face, for | miss the light oh so much 

Morning star, oh moming star, please Tell me Im not alone.. 


Oh, morning star.. 


